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WOLFE-  MONTCALM- 


Quebec,  thou  quaint  old  city,  of  stern  and  warlike  mien, 
Thy  rugged  cliff  has  overlooked  full  many  a  stormy  scene 
Since  Cartier  bold  first  stood  entranced  upon  thy  lofty  height, 
And  viewed  the  broad  St.  Lawrence  flowing  onward  in  its  might. 

« 

Here  Stadacona  Village,  the  red  man  s  safe  retreat, 
Stood  on  thy  site,  a  centre  for  their  widely  wandering  feet, 
Twas  here  they  held  their  councils,  determined  peace  or  war, 
And  sallied  forth  to  hunt  or  fight  with  foemen  near  and  far. 

« 

Here  Canada's  great  hero,  who  never  feared  a  foe, 
Champlain,  the  brave  adventurer,  three  hundred  years  ago, 
First  built  his  fort,  then  journeyed  west  through  many  a  varied 
scene, 

Persuaded  he  had  found  the  road  to  far  away  La  Chine. 

What  voyages  he  undertook  discoveries  to  make  ; 
How  many  leagues  he  journeyed  by  forest,  stream  and  lake ; 
How  oft  he  crossed  the  ocean  in  the  interests  of  New  France, 
Or  met  the  painted  Indians  in  their  ceremonial  dance. 


SAMUEL  DE  CHAMPLAIN 
Founder  of  Quebec 
1608 


And  faithful  men  and  women  left  their  kindred  and  their  home 
To  give  the  name  of  Christian  to  the  heathen  where  they  roam, 
To  lift  them  from  their  savage  state  and  turn  their  hearts  to  God, 
For  this  they  freely  spent  their  lives  and  many  shed  their  blood. 


In  later  days  le  Grand  Monarque  poured  out  his  treasure  free; 
As  Father  of  New  France,  he  nursed  his  children  o'er  the  sea  ; 
And  men  of  skill  and  daring  his  service  did  not  lack, 
Men  who  were  bold  to  serve  their  king  like  fiery  Frontenac. 


The  Iroquois,  a  cruel  scourge,  beset  them  many  years, 
And  day  and  night  they  fought  and  prayed,  oft  spent  with 
anxious  fears  ; 

And  many  even  of  their  sons  wrought  them  a  great  annoy 
By  leaving  home  the  woods  to  roam,  as  bold  Coureurs  du  Bois. 


'Mid  scenes  like  these  there  passed  at  least  a  century  and  a  half, 
And  old  Quebec,  well  fortified,  at  danger  seemed  to  laugh  ; 
But  war  broke  out  with  England,  and  the  end  of  French  domain 
Drew  near,  to  end  entirely  when  brave  Montcalm  was  slain. 
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CHAM  PLAIN'S  HABITATION 
1603 

The  First  House  in  Canada 


The  fall  of  Louisbourg  had  been  indeed  a  heavy  blow, 
But  greater  tribulation  the  French  were  soon  to  know, 
For  with  nine  thousand  British  troops,  the  conquering  hero  Wolfe, 
With  more  than  forty  ships  of  war,  came  sailing  up  the  Gulf. 


Five  thousand  men  were  landed  on  the  beach  near  by  Beauport, 
And  bravely  stormed  the  Glacis  down  which  French  bullets  tore  ; 
A  storm  of  rain  broke  o'er  the  scene  and  helped  to  drive  them 
back, — 

Five  hundred  men  had  fallen  in  this  their  firsT:  attack. 

« 

Wolfe  planted  batteries  on  Levis  and  burned  the  Lower  Town, 
His  shells  burst  o'er  the  city  and  dropped  destruction  down ; 
Quebec  was  thus  bombarded  for  many  a  weary  day, 
Till  famine  and  anxiety  had  worn  her  strength  away. 


Soon  what  was  thought  impossible  has  really  taken  place, 
Wolfe,  in  his  ship  the  "  Sutherland,"  has  won  a  fearful  race, 
Beneath  the  city's  batteries  of  many  a  well-served  gun, 
He  passes  up  the  river,  the  gauntlet  safely  run. 


7 


LOUIS  DE  BUADE,  COMPTE  DE  FRONTENAC 


And  now  the  gallant  Wolfe  decides  upon  a  desperate  plan, 
And  twenty-two  of  his  good  ships  above  the  city  ran  ; 
With  the  flower  of  his  army  he'd  climb  the  steep  at  night, 
And  force  Montcalm  to  meet  him  in  one  decisive  fight. 

The  tide  turns  after  midnight,  at  two  they  take  the  boats, 
And  Wolfe,  in  meditation  grave,  down  with  it  silent  floats, 
Reciting  low  "  Gray's  Elegy,"  amid  his  soldiers  brave, 
For  him  "  the  path  of  glory  "  led  "  only  to  the  grave." 

« 

The  first  boat  made  the  landing,  and  soon  they  climbed  the 
height, 

And  silently  the  British  passed  up  all  through  the  night, 
And  at  the  dawning  of  the  morn  on  that  decisive  day, 
Each  man  was  in  his  proper  place  and  eager  for  the  fray. 

The  morning  mists  are  lifting  and  daylight  fills  the  sky, 
The  scarlet  ranks  of  Britain  now  meet  the  startled  eye, 
St.  George's  cross  is  waving  o'er  the  Plains  of  Abraham, 
And  the  red  coats  of  the  English  are  seen  by  brave  Montcalm. 
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And  now  the  fate  of  Canada  is  hanging  in  the  scale, 
Will  Britons  bold  or  gallant  French  this  day  o'er  all  prevail  ? 
They're  foemen  worthy  of  the  test  which  now  is  drawing  near, 
And  steadfast  stands  each  warrior  nor  knows  a  craven  fear. 


The  gallant  Frenchmen  now  advance  to  meet  the  Britons  stern, 
All  veterans  of  Europe's  wars,  with  something  yet  to  learn 
Of  stedfastness  and  courage  to  stand  and  patient  wait 
Till  forty  paces  only  the  foemen  separate. 


A  thunderous  crash  of  musketry,  a  blinding  flash  of  flame, 
A  deadly  hail  of  bullets  that  gallant  charge  o'ercame  ; 
And  valiant  men  lie  bleeding,  with  many  in  retreat, 
Alas  !  for  Frenchmen's  hopes  to-day,  they  meet  a  sad  defeat. 

« 

That  volley  sealed  a  nation's  doom  in  Canada  that  day, 
The  British  charge  which  followed  completes  the  victory, 
"  They  fly,"  the  dying  Wolfe  now  hears,  and  calm  in  face  of 
death, 

Says  "  God  be  praised,  I  die  in  peace,"  and  so  yields  up  his 
breath. 
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MAJOR-GENERAL  JAMES  WOLFE 


Montcalm  then  sought  to  rally  his  soldiers  in  retreat, 

But,  stricken  by  a  bullet,  he  needs  must  own  defeat ; 

"  Mon  Dieu,  Mon  Dieu,  le  Marquis  est  tue !  "  loud  they  wailed, 

As  down  the  Grande  Alice  was  borne  their  hero  who  had  failed. 

« 

When  told  his  wound  is  mortal,  his  people  fill  his  heart, 
And  for  them  to  the  English  he  takes  a  pleader's  part, 
"  Oh !  do  not  let  them  e'er  perceive  their  masters  have  been 
changed, 

I  as  a  father  cared  for  them,  nor  e'er  their  hearts  estranged." 

"  I'm  happy  that  I  shall  not  live  to  see  Quebec  surrender, 
And  France's  honour  now  to  you,  my  comrades  brave,  I  tender ;" 
Thus  having  done  his  duty  until  his  latest  breath, 
"  This  night,"  said  he,  "  I'll  pass  with  God,  and  so  prepare  for 
death." 

Before  the  dawning  of  the  morn  his  gallant  soul  had  fled, 
For  France  he'd  bravely  fought  that  day,  and  for  her  honour 
bled; 

A  bursting  shell  had  ploughed  a  trench  beside  the  Convent  wall, 
And  there  they  laid  him  down  to  rest,  and  mourned  their 
hero's  fall. 
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GENERAL  LE  MARQUIS  DE  MONTCALM 


A  generous  conqueror  Britain  proved  and  Frenchmen's  rights 
preserved, 

They  learned  to  place  their  confidence  in  men  who  never  swerved 
From  uprightness  and  justice,  and  soon  the  French  were  seen 
As  loyal  to  the  British  flag  as  to  their  own  they'd  been. 

« 

A  monument  within  Quebec  bears  either  hero's  name, 
Wolfe  and  Montcalm  in  Canada  have  each  an  equal  fame  ; 
Each  did  his  duty  nobly,  and  served  his  king  full  well, 
And  Canada  revers  the  spot  where  both  her  heroes  fell. 


The  Plains  of  Abraham  shall  be  to  us  a  sacred  place, 
And  teach  Canadians  yet  unborn  resped;  for  either  race  ; 
For  the  nations  which  on  that  sad  day  so  bravely  fought  and  bled 
Stand  one  united  people  here,  a  Frenchman  at  their  head. 


No  French  or  English  now  we  know,  but  as  Canadians 
We  join  to  sing  God  Save  the  King,  whose  son  to  us  he  sends 
To  prove  the  loyalty  and  love  which  here  for  him  prevails, 
And  in  reply  we  gladly  cry,  "  God  bless  the  Prince  of  Wales." 
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